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troyed his body to save his soul and mind. But
society had its own formula, from which for no man,
however sane, would it ever budge. And so as the
men in the big city picked up their evening papers,
they lifted their eyebrows at discovering that Sir Udul
Boice, the great industrialist, the main prop of Buda
Ltd., who had been with the firm almost from its
inception, had ended his days in confusion and in
a state of unsoundness of mind. By comparison they
felt big and their little minds became greater,and
more powerful than that of Sir UduTs which had been
pronounced unsound. But those who knew him
realized that it was because of some cause unknown
to them that Udul Boice had taken his life. Those
who knew him were too sure of the integrity of his
character to doubt that his was an ignoble escape
from some inglorious act. Always they had respected
his decisions without questioning and they did so now.
Among these was Beh himself. He never asked me
what had transpired between Sir Udul and me that
morning. Even when I tried to tell him what I knew,
he showed a disinclination to hear my story. And
I felt it would be tactless to pursue it any further.
That afternoon, when I got back to the garret
I went to the kitchen, and taking a piece of sandal-
wood, 1 wrapped the picture and the telegram round
the little log of wood and put it into the lighted stove.
I watched it glow and fade away.
I then rushed to meet Judy at Maxine's at the
appointed time I got there just as the practice class